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At the district attorneys office. 




WELL, I'LL SEE 
WHftT I CAN 
PICK UP OVER 
THIS WEEK- 
EMD.' MEAN- 
WHILE YOU 
BOYS KEEP 
YOUR EYES 
OPEN " 




Soon bill perkins is speeding 
along the highway that leads 
into the north woods. , 




AFTBR A iONG RIDE BILL 
DRAWS UP TO A LONELY HOUSE 
AS NIGHTFALLS, 
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' I'LL GO IN AS ^- 

THE MOUTHPIECE - 

THEY WON'T RECOG 

NEE ME 



The door is opened by a 



BEARDED FARMER. 




Pi/LLING OFF HIS BURNING 
HIMSELF AS FATSO OOWD/ 



But fast as a striking snake 
he lashes out with a terrific 
haymaker.. 



■I THOUGHT 



sA\\\lill//~ 



Reeling fackuiafd 
the mouthpiece 
crashes his read 
against the wall ! 
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/^THANKS FOR>--> 
YOUR CAR, MOUTH- 
PIECE /I'M GOING TO 
TOWN AND WHEN I 
SET BACK I'LL MAKE 
CROW MEAT OUT OF 




■Axes in hand The mouth- 
piece AA/P 'DAN RACEPOWH 
THE.ROAV 
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50 LONG. Y SURE THINS, 
DAN-KEEP MR.-ER- 
GUARD ON / MOUTHPIECE, 
THAT GUY \ AND 
TIL THE I THANKS/ 
COPS COME/^^^ ^^A 
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Next -pay. back in his 
office, bill perkims 
is once again the 

DISTRICT fi TTORNEY. 



I DON'T KNOW WHERE 
YOU WERE OVER THE 
WEEk-END.D.A.,BUT 
THE MOUTHPIECE AND 
A FARMER CAUGHT 
FATSO DOWD 



THE MOUTHPIECE S. 
^G/5/W/HE-MUST 
NEVER SLEEP.' COME 
TO THINK OF IT, i: 
FEEL KIND OF, TIRED 
MYSELF R(S1 

ss.wss.mx! 
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You probably never heard of 
Nauru Island, I wish j never had! 
Because my i»isit there cost me 
the friendship of a fine man — 
James Lee Ctiofig, Chicese trader 
and humanitarian extraordinary. 
Chong was a pearl trader. 




How 






Nauru wasn't a total washout. I 
met Dick Mace. Chances are 
you've heard of Mace, one of the 

mighty charming tad on top of 

"I'm down here gathering up 
materia] for a novel," I said. 
"Don't know why I picked 
Nauru. In fact, I didn't but the 
schooner stopped here en route to 
the Marshals . . . and the place 
looked inviting." 

Dick smiled. "Charming island. 
"What do you write, Mr. Greg- 



"Detective stuff. Had s 



;fair 



maybe because I try for outland- 

Dick nodded. "Detective stuff's 
my line, too, but I don't write it; 
I try to grab the crooks. I'm after 
a gang right now . . . Say, maybe 
I can .throw a good plot yoin 
way!" 

"Great! May I ask ... " 
"Pearl thieves," Mace supplied, 
"The cleverest gang that ever 
operated in the South Seas. 
Evaded capture for five years . . . 
I've run 'em down to this genera] 

The great Dick Mace . . . pearl 
thieves . . . South Seas adventure 
... I was all ears! I said, "You 
expecting 'em to drop in?" 

"I'm pretty certain about it. 
Soon as Angus Halliday sells his 
pearls to old Chong, I figure 
they'll make a try for the old 



Hallit 

ivho sold 
once a year to Chong, because 
Chong paid the best price in the 
islands. Usually Halliday left 
Nauru with anywhere from 
twenty to fifty thousand dollars 

"These chaps will strike right 
after Angus leaves," Mace said. 
"Naturally, the pearls are worth 
twice what Chong pays," 

Mace and I took a dip off 
Chong's pier just before sunset, 
dressed in fresh whites and sat 
down to an excellent dinner. We 
were having iced coffee on the 
verandah when it happened. 

(A native screamed somewhere 
near the hotel, and a moment 
later he was sprinting for the Ver- 
andah, an arrow sticking out of 
his neck.) 

"Bangus!" gasped the dying 
man. "Many war canoes . . . other 
side island . . . tell Massa Chong! " 

He died then. I ran inside the 
hotel, to Chong's private office, 
but Chong was not there. When 
I returned to the verandah, with 
an old Mauser rifle of Chong's in 
my hand. Dkk stood, with an 

"Seems like it's an attack by 
Gilbert Islanders," he explained. 
"They're natural enemies, but 
this hasn't happened in a half 
century." 

One of the nearby natives 
spoke up: "They come kill us. 
If Massa Chong here he could fix 



. cha: 



off!" 



I told him that Chong was 
gone. The native scratched his 
wooly head. "That bad . . . inebbe 
so we have t' fight Bangus!" 

A scare of huge blacks came 
toward the hotel. A few had rifles; 
the others carried spears and long 
bows. They were painted up like 
a pack of Indians on the war path. 



The newcome 


s halted fifty 




erandah. Their 


leader stepped 


forward, with 


hand raised. 




"Where Chong 


?" he demand- 


ed. "Tell him co 


ne out!" 


"Chong not h 


ere," Dick re- 


plied. "What 


or you want 


Chong?" 




The big chap 


growled some- 


thing, and the nex 


i instant a spear 


thudded into the 




dah. Then with 


blood-curdling 


yells they wer 


e upon us. 1 


squeezed the trigger of that an- 


cient rifle and 


t bellowed. A 


native tumbled ir 


a heap. Dick's 


pistol was chatte 


ring a vicious 


song, and other n 


fltiveS sprawled 


in the mud. . 









The fight stra gi 

"What do you suppose they 
wantwith.Chong?" I asked. "And 
I wonder where the old fox is 
hiding?" 

"Good evening, gentleman!" 
I nearly collapsed. Chong had 
stepped out of a clump of ginger 
hush. He was grinnimj. 



this 






upset you 
impertur- 



able Oriental. "Bui 
expecting these — ah — visitors! 
That's why 1 departed so uncere- 
moniously." 

"Expecting 'em! What do you 
mean?" Dick cried. 

For answer, Chong led us back 
to the flat compound in front of 
the hotel. It had rained that morn- 
ing and the yard was somewhat 
muddy. The Bangus' tracks were 
everywhere, revealed under the 
beam of Chong's flashlight. He 



pointed out some tracks made by 


man was 
greenbacks 


"Bangus never wear shoes," he 
said. "Small feet — white man's 


tiful pearl 
"My wi 
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peeling off a sheaf of 



ipayn 



t of a be; 



feet! 

"You mean," cried Dick, "that 
white men are behind this raid? 
Who? What for?" 

"I'm sure of it," said Chong, 
answering Dick's first question. 
"For the last three years, thieves 
have tried to rob me just after 
Mr. Halliday has called ..." 

"Oh, then he's been here 
•already?" Dick interrupted. "You 
didn't tell me." 

"Slipped my mind," Chong 
said. "Who are they? That I. 
don't know. They are different 
each year, and always they 



, last 






different tactics. For i 

threatened, to shell the hotel if I 
didn't hand over the pearls every- 
one knows I have. The year be- 
fore, a plane flew over and with 
some kind of extra-loud radio 
device warned me that they 
would bomb me unless I handed 
over the pearls . . . somehow I've 
managed to hang on to them." 

A week passed. We had con- 
cluded that the thieves, having 
muffed their chance to rob Chong, 
had given it up until perhaps the 
next year. Peace had settled once 
more over the island of Nauru. 

One day a trim yacht glided 
inro the bay and dropped anchor 
a hundred yards off. A small boat 
put off. It was rowed by two 
sailors. A big man in whites sat in 
the stern. A few rriinutes later the 
big man was striding across the 
verandah, where Dick and I sat. 
When he had gone into the com- 
bination lobby and grocery store, 
Dick whispered, "Did you see his 
feet? Very small!" 

"Point one," I said. "But I 
didn't notice . . . Listen!" 

We could hear the big man ask 
if Chong had any pearls to sell. 
Chong's reply was too soft to hear, 
but we heard his careful shuffle 
as he stepped into his office. A 
t later he was back, spread- 
nned goatskin on the 
on which were spread, 
I knew, many fine pearls. 

We went inside just as the big 



Oxford . 



11 go crafcy about 
d, in a modulated 
"May bring her 
ashore and let her look at those 
two matched ones you have." 

Chong «smiled, bowing, as the 
man pocketed his treasure and 
started out. Then he whirled, and 
a heavy automatic was in his 

"Not a move!" he hissed. , 
"Mickey! . . . Pudge!" he shouted. 
Then he snarled at Chong, "Get 
the others, old chap! Quick! You 
haven't a chance to stop this. My 




they landed yesterday, on the 
other side of the island." 

Chong bowed again and shuf- 
fled into the office. I followed 
him, backing, to the door. (Sud- 
denly Dick's gun flashed/ out, 
roared,) and the man dropped the 
automatic with a howl of pain 
and clutched his shattered hand. 
I dived into Chong's office. He 
thrust a chamois bag into my 
hands. 

"Hide, quick!" he whispered. 
More shots roared outside. I ran 
to the verandah. A half dozen 
natives were covering four sailors 
from the yacht. Out in the bay, 
however, two boatloads of sailors 
were rowing furiously toward 

"More coming!" I cried, and 
dashed back into Chong's office. 
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He was not there. I ran into the 
grocery section of the lobby. I 
knew that the natives couldn't" 
hold off a gang of armed sailors. 
I dropped the bag of pearls into 
a big barrel that sat on the floor. 

But I hadn't foreseen what was 
to come. Fully fifty armed natives 
marched out on the beach and 
covered the approaching sailors 
with rifles. The sailors, seeing 
they were outnumbered, rowed 
back to the yacht. The big man 
and his four henchmen were 
under heavy guard. 

"Well, that's that!" chuckled 
Dick. "I figured this was coming, 
so I had a bunch of the boys hid- 
den all around here for several 
days. Looks like it worked!" 

Chong made his appearance 
then, smiling blandly. He held 
out his hand. "I shall reward you 
well for keeping my pearls," he 
said. I pointed to the huge barret 
"In there." 

Chong choked, ran to the bar- 
rel and plunged his hand down 
inside. He pulled out the chamois 
pouch, tore it open and groaned. 
The pearls were a glutinous mass 
— melted! 

"Fool! Fool!" cried Chong. 
"That was a pickle barrel!" 

"Vinegar," said Dick. "Vine- 
gar melts pearls!" 

I felt like a prime donkey. I 
tried to make apologies. Chong 
only glared. 

"Fool! Writers fools. Mister 
Mace wise man. He foresaw this 
and had men planted, waiting for 
the robbers. But you — " Chong 
spat. Then his face eased up a bit. 

"Thank my beloved ancestors, 
they were not all of my pearls — 
only about fifteen thousand dol- 
lars' worth. I still have fifty-sixty 
thousand dollars' worth hidden!" 

I left Nauru soon after that. 
Chong liked Dick, who was "wise 
man." But me ... no, I lost a 
friend in old Chong. And that's 
why I wish I had never seen 
Nauru. 
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LISTEN FOR ORPHAN ANNIE'S RADIO ADVENTURES EARLY NEXT FALL! 
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Boy! The Bike Keds I am wearing 
were built for, fast starts 




Missed me by a mile! if 1 ..." 
Good footwork is a 
cinch with Strjde Keds 
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These Blue Supreme 
Oxford Keds 

make the tegh ones 
easy to get 
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